CHAPTER IV
Captivity
KUSTAMOUNI was a typical town such as may
be seen all over Anatolia. Our road ran
between scattered broken-down houses and
little gardens buttressed up with loose stone walls, up
a narrow valley beside a shallow rapid stream. On each
side of us were steep hills of rock, scarred and twisted
and barren. At the head of the valley on a steep cliff
frowned a stone castle, and round it was grouped, as if
for safety, the main portion of the town. Below the
castle I looked back, and beyond the narrow valley I
could see that the country widened to a broad plain
full of corn and grass. Round the plain were steep
hills that rose into mountains and stretched peak after
peak far away into the distance. Wherever I went
in Anatolia I saw that view in replica.
We were lodged near by the castle in a large Greek
school. The floors were of well-planed wood on which
we should have walked in stockinged feet, and our
heavy boots soon tore them into splinters.
Utterly tired as we were, it came as a relief, as a sigh
of pleasure, to sit down on a chair in a room that shut
out the open insistent world. It was strange and pleasant
30